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epaulette. Shrieking to him to stop, she left her
partner and pursued the lace cap which was floating
gaily on the shoulder of the unconscious despoiler.
Quite good-temperedly, for it was after supper, she
snatched it back again.
"Lucky the wig wasn't in it!" said a voice in my
ear. It was Colonel H------, who, with Mrs. H-----,
is staying in C------for a few days.
"That woman '11 be the death of me," he went
on, mopping his forehead and the back of his neck.
"God, I've had to dance with her twice this evening,
and it's like going round with a kangaroo. Hop,
hop, hop, and then a dash into a corner to introduce
some dear friend to another; and usually they've
known each other for years. She's a bit excited
to-night, though," he -went on. "Told me two
people had tried to kiss her under the mistletoe.
I pretended not to hear. I knew she'd feel a bit
silly to-morrow if she thought I'd taken any notice
of what she said. She's not a bad sort, though: her
bark's much worse than her bite. Don't you ever
be frightened of her, Mrs. Charles: just stand up to
her and take no nonsense from her, and she'll like
you all the better for it. She's a good sportsman,
and she ought to be more popular than she is. She's
as kind as she can be if anyone's in trouble."
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